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Editorial

Lectori salutem

While autumn gradually settles over the northern
hemisphere, the spirits of the Sci Phi crew are still
warmed by fond memories of the 2026 EuroCon in
Berlin, Germany.

We were particularly delighted that at the cIoéN@ also continue publishing the missing vignettes of
ceremony on 5 July, the SF community votedSt§ S N I ImagimaysCitiegcle, hitherto unavailable
award our ceditor Mariano the European SF Awalg English. The anthology is rounded out by two
for Translation for his lifetime contribution t§SSayS on the works an old master of the genre,
bringing works of speculative fiction from - oféorges, and a more recent voice of philosophical
overlooked languages, from Romansch to RomagR#culation, VanderMeer, respectively.

to a wider audience. As attentive readers MY hope you enjoy the reading journey, and
remember, the last time Sci Phi editors fouwstourage budding authors in your circles to take
themselves on the podium of laureates was in 2022 of our upcoming calls for submissions in late
when the Journal won the Award for Best Europ&ctober and midanuary!

SF Magazine. ,
Speculatively yours,
The present issue you hold in your hands (or on your

device) aims to continue in this spirit of building
bridges between fflung corners of our beloved ~
genre. Original short fictions range from the micro,
staring ecological calamity in the eye from the
perspective of an ant colony (which also inspired our
latest cover art by Dustin Jacobus), to the interstellar
distances traversed by a space freighter, and from ljght
-hearted explorations of calendar management [on
exoplanets to oOcomput at|ifo
rules of the cosmic simulation.

Sci Phi @alitors and crew




The Last Withesses
An Interview with Survivor 7

Christian Emecheta

connected points in space that shouldn't have been
adjacent. Beautiful, really, until you realized the whole
city had become a doorway to other realms.

The Rendered came through at 23:47 local time.
We'd been monitoring wave fluctuations for weeks,
watching reality fray like an old fabric. Command
kept insisting it was just harmonic resonance from

the fusion plants, but they were wrong.

Interviewer: State your designation for the record. . .
y g | remember standing on the observation deck of

Subject: Designation -Alpha. Born Marcus WebbTower Infinity. My optical implants were cycling
if that still matters. Chicago Crater Zone,- Pfﬁrough seventeen different spectrums
Integration Year 2047. simultaneously, and in thirteen of them, | could see

Interviewer: You were present at the Convergent?e SKy tearing open. It looked like someone had
The night the Rendered broke through, right? taken a saw to the universe and cut through its layers.

_ _ _ Behind our reality, something was emanating from
Subject: | was there. Front line, Third Augmente[He ether

Battalion. We called ourselves the-Blabds back

then, those of us who'd taken the cgoefts but

kept our original consciousness hubs intact. We

werenot pur e humans anymor e, but not fully
synthetics either. We thought that made us special.

Turned out it just made us the perfect spectators to

watch our world turn to dust.

Interviewer: Describe the initial breach.

Subject:tYou want a description? Fine. Letds pictur
downtown Shanghai for a start, except that the
buildings are growing. Not metaphorically. The
nanite construction swarms had achieved something
close to sentience six months prior, and they'd
started building structures that defied Euclidean
geometry. They made towers that curved inward on
themselves without collapsing. Bridges that



The Rendered didn't die. They didn't even seem to
notice our weapons.

| fired my rifle at one of them from a safe distance,
with the plasma bolt superheated to three million
degrees, but it just bent around the creature. Not
deflected, bent like it had a forcefield protecting it. |
Interviewer: The Rendered themselves. DescriRgtched the shot curve through impossible angles and
them. dissipate into nothingness. My targeting Al kept

Subject: How do | describe something that existgreaming error messages, insisting the creature | wa
partially outside threbmensional space? Th@iMming at occupied negative space.

xenobiologists later classified them as- p@Ren they started evolving. That was the truly
dimensional parasites, but that's just acadestigfying part. These things, these-giarensional
nonsense. We called them demons because that'shgfiats, they were adaptive. After the first hour, they
they were. That's what they felt like. began mimicking our tactics. | saw one take the shape

Imagine a creature or figure that your brain can't (Rfit& drone swarm, except each drone was made of
process. Your augmented vision captures the §Q{gi’ified darkness. Another looked like a tank, but it
feeds it to your neural processor, but yJWRS inside out, its armor facing inward, its weapons
consciousness, the human part that still dreamsfigRg dark matter.

fears and loves, that part rejects what it's seeingnt8fsiewer: When did the tide turn?

ou get fragments and impressions instead. . . , :
youg g P Subject: Turn is the wrong word. We didn't win. We

| saw wings made of folded darkness. Mouths that/ived. There's a difference.
opened in directions that don't have descriptions I¥evtv'

. . . as Dr. Yuki Sato who figured it out. She wasn't
They drifted through space like fish through water, . g .
. thtary. She was a gifted researcher, studying the
except the water was the atmosphere itself, and.they ~ .
. : . .mtg ration between human neural pathways and
were tearing chunks out of it as they materialized,, . . . . :
synthetic processing matrices. While we were dying by
Where they passed, matter became unstable: . .
: . the millions, she was in her lab beneath Tokyo, and
watched a soldier beside me, full combat chassis : . e 1
. . % e had an idea. A terrible, beautiful idea.
militarygrade neurmesh, just come apart. No

blown apart. His atomic bonds simply stoppéfle Rendered existed partially outside our
agreeing to hold together. dimensional framework, right? They were creatures of
. interdimensional form, native to the spaces between

The screaming was the worst part. It came from . . . :
. .. ... realities. But we, the augmented humans, existed in
everywhere and nowhere. You didn't hear it with your . . -
. . . both worlds too. Part biological, part digital. Part real,
ears. It vibrated through the field, and since we Werr(te virtual. We were bridaes

all networked, all connected through the Grid, we Rt ' ges.

every death as it happened. Seventeen million p&8pd if we turned that into weapons instead?

died in the first hour. We felt every single one.

Interviewer: Did your battalion engage them before
they attacked? Walk me through the timeline.

Subject: Attacked. That's a generous word for what
happened. We had plasma rifles that could punch
through reinforced titanium. Rail guns that fired
projectiles at poirthree percent light speed. EMP
grenades that could shut down entire city blocks.
None of it mattered.



Interviewer: | guess you are referring fbthe squadmates were dead. Two more were compromised
Integration Pro®ocol their augments corrupted by Rendered contact,

Subject: Yes, The Integration Pro#aobvement that turning them into hybrid abominations.

changed everything: A voluntary consciousnEss choice was simple. Stay human and watch reality
transfer into weaponized naswarm architecturecollapse, or surrender what made us human to save
utilizing human uncertainty as an anchor pointwioat remained.

stabilize dimensional boundaries and force Rendered

entities into singular spatial conformity.

Translation? We turned ourselves into living bullets.

| remember Dr. Sato's message propagating through
the Grid. | was crouched behind the ruins of what
used to be a school, my left arm missing, my neural
processor running on backup power. Three of my




Feel rain on my skin. Touch things with hands that are

Interviewer: You volunteered? really mine.

Subject: We all did. Fortgeven thousand of us iH’hen | wake up, if you can call it waking, and I'm

the first wave. We uploaded our consciousness (?Mﬁ{ywher_e and nqwhere, a ghost saf_eguardmg the
the naneswarms, let our bodies dissolve into cloffantum field, keeping watch over a reality that barely
of programmable matter. It felt like dying and be%vwed fts first brush with the unknown.

born again simultaneously. Like being everywherdrardviewer: Do you regret it?

nowhere. | could feel Shanghai, Moscow, and Cai@ﬁ”ect: Every single day. But I'd do it again in a

at once. | could taste what it felt like to be a Gc’(fJTelartbeat. Both of those statements are true.
could sense the Rendered, really sense them, not as

desperately seeking any planet that would suSfafpst: but the willingness to pay it anyway. We saved
them. humanity by surrendering our humanity. Philosophers

. o will debate that paradox for generations.
That made it easier, in a way. And harder.

| just hope they remember we had a choice, and we
We attacked at dawn. Fesgven thousand huma@hose them

minds, riding waves of synchronized faarticles,

crashed into the Rendered like a tsunami of

weaponized consciousness. We matched them, ~
dimension for dimension, probability state for

probability state. Where they bent reality, we bent it

back. Where they existed outside space, we dragged

them in.

The battle lasted for six hours. Subjectively, it felt like

centuries. | died a thousand times and reformed a
thousand more. | felt my consciousness splinter and

merge, fragment and coalesce. | became part of a
powerful weapon, a shield, a prayer made manifest by
complex mathematics.

When it ended, the breach was sealed. The Rendered
were gone, cast back into whatever dying reality had
spawned them. And we, the volunteers, were changed
forever.

Interviewer: You mean you guys can't return to
human form?

Subject:No. The Integration is permanent. We exist
now as a distributed consciousness, spread across
trillions of naneparticles. We can take shape,
approximate human form for interviews like this, but
we're not human anymore. We're not even sure what
we are.

Sometimes | dream, and in my dreams I'm still
Marcus Webb, walking through old Chicago before
the unrest, before the deaths, before the sky tore
open. | can smell hot dogs from the street vendors.

T



Our Home Is Safe

Mark lfanson

Saturday My Foragers report
in the world beyond; our pheromone trails have been

violated and our paths to sustenance are scattered.
Thursday. We rock and sway as the storm pummelisir search for older trails is in vain; all seem to

the tree our family knows as Home. Rain slgge disappeared. New sources of nourishment wil
against leaves, twigs cry out in pain, larger branghggeded soon. | am their Queen, and | worry for
snap and plunge to the ground. | assure my brgedy- the older, the younger, the larvae, and the eggs

that there have been many storms before this, \#drest as our few remaining food stores rapidly
our Home can withstand the onslaught. The youngSijete.

ones cower despite my assurances. The older ones

have weathered many storms with me and know%mday'NeW noises and vibrations approach from a
Home is safe. Peace returns at sunset. We rest. distance. These are sounds made by those who dwel

_ outside, the Humans, bringing with them the
Friday. The tempest resumes, angry and brut@lnmotion of their world. As the reverberations

punishing us with its howling wind. As | strive {come overwhelming our Home bursts open,
comfort the younger ones the forces around gigwing daylight to enter our passageways and
amplify beyond anything | have experienced befgfgats. Many die indiscriminately. All are frightened.
and we crash to the ground. The rain has seeped5{d®, | Then our Home moves chaotically
the caverns and tunnels we have carved in this ig@atedly spinning, rising, and falling. An extended
and everything is tilted at an eccentric angle. W@ de of thunderous uproar is followed by a brief
frightened; this is all new to us. But it is late, SOr¥&ite: then chaos resumes. At dusk, the havoc

rest. ceases and silence returns. We occupy only a small
inverted portion of our Home. Those of us still alive,
rest.



Monday. My few surviving Foragers report limited

food availability. There are many hungry families Weednesday We wake to heat and smoke as the
not just ours, scattered among the forest WaSte's-U?Founding mound of ruined timber and brush

hunt for other survivors from our Home 'B egins to combust Many
unsuccessful. We rest. direction to flee. The air fills with the acrid odor of
Tuesday. We continue to search while the Humamsy chi |l drends burning di

accumulate an ewgrowing pile of damagedoldiers assist me in the final defense of our few
vegetation around us. We sometimes encourgsraining larvae and eggs. We fail. We will rest
ot hers of our speci es foaréver. OdrHonGetwasmeveyrsaless t he sc
our Home, as well as others not like us but who also
dwell in the trees. My Foragers are near exhaustion
from their hunt for new food supplies. We wait. We
rest.




Panic On Petrov

Gordon Linzner

Santiagobds wearpiece <crac
Come in, Baby. o

oBaby Bear here, 6 she re
would never get used to these silly codenames. Who
would eavesdrop on, let alone comprehend, an
English language transmission hundreds of light years
from Earth? How would faify ta‘e namgs ive away
ag.oos.lnlt.la} andi é;[ o’n
less information than simply referring to each other as
Martin Wu and Janet Santiago?

Lieutenant Janet Sant i
could have gone better.

Her singleperson shuttle gouged a sixigterlong State condition.é6 Capta

ditch through the open field before smashing into the : : :
. : more annoying over a communicator than in person.
low rock outcropping. The officer cursed but

remained seated, safety straps digging intoohdr f ew bruises. Nothing

shoulders, calming herself with deep breaths. 1t s job, thank you. That
. fail d . d | t .0

The shuttleds internal ac'omeputeerc,e beertateorr soecure

its human occupant, remained intact and operatish@h ut t I e condi ti on?¢

even if the ship it Se'c‘)fLo‘QW(%”q’te-paAr Al g’k gNEetd | (£ ¢
revealed no bones broken, no internal injuries beyond _
a few sore muscles. Her flight suit was undama%c—!d.o !
Santiago refused the oeBmbdtef Bsa obfifteer | @dfve adrre
analgesic, undid the safety harness, pulled herself

erect, and cautiously slid open the airlock.

[ send a tech crew. 6

Mosslike vegetation gave way under her weight as
Janet Santiago became the first human to set foot on
the planet arbitrarily named Petrov.

Ahafdozen of Petrovds inhabitants gathered arour
the crash site. They were a mixed bag, indeed,

seemingly placid, standing close together, softly

clacking among themselves. They seemed to eye her

more out of interest than fear. Those among them in

possession of organs resembling eyes did, anyway.

M



oOThat fits what Il dm | ook

representation. These Pet

. . ) belong on the same planet, let alone in the same
OHostile?0 species. | see an orange dafger, a twmeter tall
OMore curious, | 6d s ayblueslugmia ghaificterpsemethipgr-aet hteor st A
i mmedi ately. 6 mostly eyestalks. ..o
OWhich species is domi e®aves the details for 'y
0l just got here, remerm%aecrlI?nq—|oa\1/vndmarneycodrids'tnlgncatuc
did we monitor from or®il®©l 4gaviaged you candt se

. : . : ook to me, tho h. o
Wu paused. Santiago pictured him fumbling to pull up u9
the report. OMaintain objectivity, Li

0 F o-onk thousand, nine hundred and sewaEgtyt.
No two the same. 0

-
fl

|

=
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Santiago remained silent and, she hoped,
unthreatening, for the brief time it would take her
suitds translator to abs
to reply. When her earpiece pinged in sync with a
green light in the upper left corner of her face plate,
she slowly smiled, then extended her right hand.

OA hand, e-s hakep’lpenfamgti
through the thin, almost invisible, microphone

She coul dndt bl ame hegt tcoagmead died Heorr chhiish. t %
attitude. Captain Wu was tasked with finding an Earth me from. You donodt h &

-like world free of any life of Class Seven intelligengeuc hi ng, do you?§6
or higher, and therefore suitable for colonizati%nh o
Santiagods job was to
Class Six.

Lieutenant? What happened to Baby Bear?

coaPe alneafdygueaspd, i
close togetll"1er the first group had been, but t?le more
communication she exchanged, the more material the
A soft beep drew Sant i gdhslafos hadlttd abrk iwBhD Judding thh aheie |
readout above her faceplate, confirming the d@g@abulary level, the Petrovians, this one anyway,
taken from orbit. Temperature twenty degrees Celgiyseared close to Class Six. They need only establish

ultraviolet radiation minimal, atmosphere thin Rurking dialogue with the Earthers to get beyond
breathable by Earth standards. that.

0l dm removing my hel meThat was nottBeerésult ICQptai Wi RdPeR ifof, dft
with more than verbal cues. The translator needsgoi@rse.

sampl e more of their I uage. o0
P e}ﬂ% tgranslator crack-l ed

OAssuming they have a ladevagend oO6taboos.d Touc
0Objectivity, Captain?¢gcbPanti agHewWhissnpielree dwi den

The six Petrovians inched closer. Santiago undid?RBpophobic crew members turning pale as she
helmet seals, paused to let the pressure equalizeP@fegfl Off her glove, even though the ship had

removed the bulky headgear The balmy breezeS$afined the environment for potentially dangerous
refreshing after that dry, metasiicelling canned mix microorganisms before she even boarded her shuttle.
Something might still have been missed, but part of

c:) There, 6 she a fh'mma"“ au«tiemaia.heh&) invofvdd talr&n% Feasonable risks.
oNow we can. . .0

. , o , . The octopoidds reaction
With a series of h',gthhed’ unmistakably panlckgf her own fellow hypothetical crew members. It leapt
squeals, the Petrovians scattered. back a good four meters. Over the translator, Santiago
Santiago sul ked, | eani hgarnd eNbowhaga@éehsNotdhlart
battered hull . OYou gQguys sure know how to boos:s
vVisitesbesemed f

She was still in that position twenty minutes later,
helmet dangling from her left hand, when a lone
yellow octopoid drew near. She did not recognize the
newcomer as part of the original group.

The creature halted two meters from the shuttle, just
out of reach, and clacked at her.



An hour passed, and mor e.
long, exactly. Aside from the translator, now draped
around her neck, shedod |
of her clothing, in the damaged shuttle, then moved
outside of its line of sight.

The creature skittered out of sight. The brighter of Petrovés
. horizon. Santiago perched on a pearby rock, ignorin

Nert z, Santiago though SPL%I’?QI.O rKfow. Pg s?%e q(
the feel of rough stone against her bare legs. The

of interstellar panhandler. .
ambient temperature dropped a degree, maybe two,

She glared at her exposed right hand, with its s@Haining in her comfort zone.
square cuticles, faint blue veins, and a barely vﬁib(lje

: she rea
scar on the middl e knugreldemovr\{ :
doorjamb as a chil d. vliﬁsi?oart’?ﬂingg
for hours, but neither was it something to run
screaming from, considering the variety of lifeforfmgleep, loud snuffle sounded behind her. Santiago

on Petrov. Had Santiago instead put down the heBt@ly turned.

and offered her stfjloved left hand, she might havfree meters away a pink circular shape, not much

better understood the |gfgE 8narf her'sKuflle seal, Erifikfed ds® BpproadhBd

extremities looked as if they belonged to differggt 5cross the loose soil.

i 2
c#eed rh%r epslprr]]aeip% tgo l%tea\' qugdhworq
he Petrowan(? (6] comﬁleitey shun t el{
youo wa to s

beings.

J She leaned forward, one hand reaching for her
Especially if you didn#@dnsidlohow what a glove was.
Or a helmet. The newcomer suddenly seemed to grow wider, taller.
Of course! Santiago caught her breath, amazed that any living

. ~ . thing cquld increase in size so much, so guickly. Then
f . ? |
Santiagoos 'ngers sta ghte ‘?e§||ze& \‘;ivhcatI sﬂegsavf;jl wag Ho? ph)t/:l}?:a grc')svvt%,

flight suit, then stopped to look back at the damaged . . . .
. . t a being emerging from its den, or lair, or
shuttlecraft. She decided to remove her outfit inside
. . _whatever, somewhere beneath the surface.

out of sight of prying eye parts. Enough Petrovians

had been traumatized for one day. The thick tube of pinkish flesh towered over her in
minutes, throbbing, undulating, bending forward. A
dark hole widened at one end, like opening a mouth,
# to reveal multiple rows of sharp, black teeth. There
was no face, no eyes, no expression that could be
read, only a threatening maw lunging forward, too
quickly for her to evade it.



Apparently the Petrovians had settled on the bestavay c a n 0 t i n good consci e
to deal with the invading anomaly that was Janetout i n their under wear.

Santiago. 0Theydd be fine, Captair

Her eyes closed tight. Warm breath enveloped bamefortable, given the environment. The key is to
skin. The Lieutenant had no clothes, no weaponsneeer dress or undress in front of a Petrovian. At
even a communicator. |l east, not wuntil they get

After a long moment, still alive, Santiago looked agdie. mothcat clacked goodbye, then jumped off

The pink tube shifted aside with what looked ik§ 8 "t 1 @g006s Tap to playfu
legged ball of fur.

shrug.
ol still donot under st anc
# oltds obvious in hindsigl
smal | mature versions of

that big head, big eyes effect we find in most Earth
ONow that | dve been ac 8pecgs ehay hatch §amreggs ia § wmmupad rursesy
0l can see all sorts blaonekgowswhese praggny is Whese, so eyefyene
talking Class Nine here, maybe Ten. The PetroviaAsi ses t hem. ¢
were very interested in my analyses of DNA samples,; , g r e getting off subj e
which indicate, by the way, that all fortg thousand _ .
of them are indeed I k%lTDe¥ hedosna(_)rﬁe_ ysg{:i ecsl.OtIhE)en
hear the Evolutionary a@%e?{aen(fe,i @ GeRt Ny sizg, xaﬁ Ithgyi rﬂaturF.the[y
affectionately scratched a blue juvenile moth‘ﬁR@S'dered my shuttle a clunky, oversized egg. When |
creature under what seemed to be a chin. remgved my helmet and gloves_, they thought | was
peeling off parts of myself, physically changing shape.
oOYet they run around Ané‘clfﬁf’(,deﬁ’t Wy i & siPP nidedm. ¢

disgruntled. . ]
0OANd?60

She sympathized with his mood. Who woul dnott f e
that way after surveying fifteen, now sixteen, pIar?eE!,o w would you Tfeel PTot
only to determine that every one of them, so far,saLéOI denly sprouted werewol
per the Council ds st an dheemdps crackieof gatid was dordirmationnesough e
-limits for Earth colonization? that she could soon move on to the next world on

oBasically, yes. I di qu%'rt“St'r ealize they were al/l
because the Petrovians vary outwardly so much from

each other. Using outer garments to tell them apart

would be redundant, and standard patterns pointless. ~

The climate here is temperate,-y@and from what |

could gather from them. They donot need protec
from the el ements. o

oOYoudbve gone native?o

Santiago glanced down the length of her slim body,

wriggled her bare toes. ONot compl etely. Mayb
should have, but I didndt ffeel comfortable wit
|l east my skivvies. o



What Borne Knows About Caring For The
Unclassifiable

Giulia Suzzi

violence that no domestic pet should have. By the
time the question of what Borne is becomes urgent,

Rachel is already entangled with him in ways that

bear, in the ruined city where she scavenges for parts,

food, and anything else the Company left belﬁ%nés not primarily a book about biotechnology

when it destroyed itself. He is small. He looks IHE Wrong, though itis that too, and it is not simply

first, like a discarded piece of biotech, a sea anerﬁ‘or%e,‘rable about ecological collapse, though the

maybe, or a lump of something that used to be a{h%ed city argues for that reading as well. Yet both
and is now merely strange. She takes him hEﬁﬂgingS leave another question largely unexplored,
anyway. This is the decision the entire novel hif% gsthe novgl 'S_ quietly betting everything on. The
on, and it is made almost too quickly to noti geper question is narrower and stranger: what do we

| _ o
before Rachel knows what Borne is, she has alrg\gﬁyto sqmethmg before we know what it is? Most
decided to keep him of our ethical vocabulary assumes we can answer the

_ ~identity question first. Borne makes that assumption
That order of operations matters more than it m'Qﬂbossible to sustain, and in doing so, it exposes

seem. In most stories about encountering the NQfinething uncomfortable about how fragile our
human, the alien, the artificial mind, the genetiqallya| categories of personhood turn out to be, the

engineered creature, the plot waits for classificafigthent something refuses to sit still inside them.
before it allows care. First we learn what the thing is,

whether it can suffer, whether it can want anything,
whether it qualifies. Only then does the story let its
human characters treat it well or badly, and only then
do readers know how to feel about that treatment.
Jeff VanderMeerBorneefuses this sequence. Rachel
cares for Borne long before she can say what he is,
and the novel never quite lets her, or us, arrive at a
stable answer. He shifts shape, eats things he
shouldn't be able to eat, learns language with
unsettling speed, and eventually reveals a capacity for

1. Borne and the Problem

M p



2. Why NonHuman Agency Breaks the Concept
of Person

The philosophical cat.egory of "person” has alWﬁXé usual response to this kind of uncertainty is
glone more vyork than it can comfortably bear. We &ftion: withhold moral consideration until the facts
It to sort beings into those who cpunt morally ag% in, because extending personhood too widely risks
tho§e _Who.don't, those whose mtgrests ge_ner'}%?al confusion, and withholding it too narrowly
obligations in us, and those whose interests, If H%?(% moral catastrophe. Rachel doesn't do this. She

have any, can be safely ignored. The criteria EBLI%n't wait. Her refusal to wait can look like naivety,

depending on who's arguing: rationality, - SSlfmistake. But it can also look like an older kind of

awareness, the capacity to suffer, the ability to h?‘ﬁeo\?lledge, one that doesn't route through verification
cgncept of er's own future. Bu.t underneath H}eall. She treats Borne as someone before she car
Fjlsagreement IS a shallred .asgumpnorll that persor}ngﬂﬂ/ treating him as someone, and the justification,
is something we can, in principle, verify. We CheClWI%n it comes, is always retrospective, and always

the relevant capacities, and the answer comes baﬁ‘ééfﬁ?ed by the possibility that she got it wrong.
or no.

o ) ) The novel refuses, consistently, to resolve the
Borne makes verification impossible, ~and Iél?ﬁbiguity in either direction. Borne is never

accilder.ltally. He Iea.rns. to speak, Wh'Ch_ Woclfgﬂfirmed as a person, in a way that would make
.ordlr?ar.lly count heaV|I¥ n favor‘of some kind Iggchel's care simply correct; he is never confirmed as
interiority worth respecting. But his speech develzgpﬁonperson, in a way that would make it simply
in ways that sgramble th? PS“a' inference frr?a“be. The uncertainty doesn't lift. It becomes the
language to mind, he mimics, echoes, absB@ﬁwanent condition under which the relationship has

vocabulary the way he absorbs everything 6|S?o %% lived, and this, | think, is the novel's sharpest

touches, and it's never clear how much of Whatcllaﬁn: that our concept of personhood was never built

says reflects something like understanding VEISUS, o ndle permanent uncertainty. It assumes,
something closer to a very sophisticated formsé:)’ltnewhere underneath all its distinctions, that the

digestion. He asks que_‘stlons that sound “_ke C“”_‘%ﬁ%&’s will eventually arrive. Borne is what happens
He also, later, does things that look less like curigsity. they don't

and more like appetite operating without any moral
brake at all. Neither behavior settles the question.
Each new piece of evidence about Borne's inner life
arrives already contaminated by the possibility that it's
evidence of nothing at all, that what looks like a
person is simply a very convincing shape that
personhood can take without personhood being there.



3. Care as Recognition of the Other, Even WhenThe same logic extends to environmental ethics,
the Other Resists Our Categories where moral concern has long been organized around

There's a familiar philosophical move that triesatgIIerarChy of resemblance to the human, mammals

rescue ethics from exactly this kind of uncertaiﬂﬁf,o re msect[s, msec.:ts. before ecosystems. If care mus
and it's worth naming becauBerneseems to bewalt for conflrme.d.3|mllar|ty, most of the mnmnan_ _
arguing against it. The move says: when we Wﬂlfj never quallfles._ What the_ n.ovel proposes, in its
verify personhood directly, we should extend mgllgf:e{ ten.tatlvely, without clalmlng_to have solved
consideration on the basis of relevant similarity,qﬂ)éth'ng’ is a form of mora! attentlop that cgn be
more a being resembles us in the capacities we aﬁéhediﬂed toward what rem_alns g_enumely unlike us,
know how to recognize, the more caution we Shocuﬁqsely because it remains unlike us, rather than
exercise in denying it moral status. This isde§pIte It
reasonable strategy for many hard cases. It is also,
quietly, a strategy that keeps the human at the center

of the calculation. Even an expanded circle of concern

remains organized around resemblance to us.

Borne resists this measure structurally: he doesn't
approximate a human closely enough for the similarity
argument to do much work, and he doesn'
approximate any other creature we already know hg
to care about, not quite animal, not quite machine,|i§
quite anything with a name. If Rachel's care depe
on finding herself reflected back, it would havgh
nowhere to land. Yet the care persists. It looks Q\\\
like resemblandsased recognition than like a \\\\\\
sustained willingness to keep noticing Borne, to kee
responding to him, without that noticing being
underwritten by a prior judgment about what kind o
thing deserves to be noticed.

speaking. Care, in this reading, stops being a re r\
handed out once personhood is confirmed. It sta t
looking like a mode of perception, a way of staying/
open to the possibility that something matters, priof] /;
to and independent of being able to say why. Rachef’
relationship with Borne asks what happens when
let that kind of attention lead, instead of waiting for i N
to be authorized by a settled metaphysics. The novgl / /
doesn't pretend this is safe. Borne's later violence |e\4// z 4
among other things, a consequence of Rachel having

extended trust that turned out, in some sense, to be
misplaced, or at least dangerously incomplete. But the

novel treats this as evidence that waiting was never

actually available as an option, not for a being this
unclassifiable, not in a world this depleted of the

institutions and taxonomies that normally do the

classifying for us.




Here, speculative fiction does the work only
speculative fiction can do. VanderMeer didn't need a
strange creature for its own sake; he needed an
experiment, and the creature is how he ran it. We
can't, in the actual world, remove our classificatory
scaffolding and observe what care looks like
underneath it; too much of our moral life is
embedded in institutions we can't simply switch off.
Fiction can: it can construct a world where a single
relationship carries the whole ethical weight, and then
watch what happens to it. What happen&ome
Read this wafgornstarts to look less like a novel thdbesn't vindicate extending personhood generously,
happens to contain philosophical questions and raoie it doesn't warn against doing so either, it does
like a deliberately constructed thought experimentstdmething messier than both, and, I'd argue, more
kind moral philosophers build to isolate a singtmest: care extended under irreducible uncertainty,
variable and see what happens when everything gisedigcing real goods and real harms simultaneously,
stripped away. Strip away the institutions that uswaily no available position from which to say in
mediate our relationship to the faman: no zoosadvance which one you're going to get.

or laharatories, and no legal frgmeworks or smenpﬂl% messiness is itself a philosophical claim, even if
gohsensus left to appeal to. Strip away thg Comfofﬂggnovel never states it as one. Moral philosophy is
fiction that we'll eventually have enough |nformatbqaanized around producing verdicts, this being

to decide. And strip away the safety _Of d'Sta'&_%?fnts, that one doesn't. Borne declines to produce a
Rgchgl doesn't ol_)serye Borne from qutsple, she \Ugﬁf’lct, and pointedly so, as though a clean answer
with h'mf f_eeds him, '_S’ changed _by h'm_’ N ways W&ﬂim falsify what it's describing: that some cases of
make disinterested judgment impossible SVendlal uncertainty don't resolve, and that our theories

principle. What's left is something close to néed to be able to say something useful about how to

controlled experiment in what care looks like W%%'f' inside that neresolution, not just about how to
none of its usual supports are available. act once it's over.

It removes, one by one, the institutional shortcuts that
would let a fictional human avoid deciding for
themselves what a strange creature deserves: no
committee to consult and no established science of
biotech personhood to draw on, only the wreckage of
a science that didn't ask the right questions before it
built things like Borne. Rachel is left with nothing but
her own attention, and the novel is interested in
exactly what that attention, unsupported, is capable
of.

4. Borne as a Philosophical Experiment

My



5. What It Means to Care for What We Cannot
Classify

It would be a mistake to read all this as a story
confined to biotechnology and ruined cities, useful
mainly for thinking about some future in which we
might, plausibly, build creatures like Borne. The
uncertainty the novel stages has very little to do with
the future. It describes a condition we're already living
in, more often than our moral vocabulary tends to
admit. We extend care, all the time, toward beings and
systems whose inner lives we cannot verify: toward
animals whose experience we can only partly infer,
toward people whose minds illness or injury have
altered beyond the usual markers, and toward
ecosystems and future generations who cannot speak
for themselves at all. In each case, waiting for
certainty carries costs of its own; it just disguises them
as caution, a choice that quietly favors inaction.

What Borne offers has less to do with solving moral
uncertainty than with learning to stand inside it
differently: the novel treats sustained attention itself as
a kind of answer, provisional and revisable, but not
worthless for being incomplete. Rachel's relationship
with Borne demonstrates something narrower than
proof: what it looks like to act as though unclassifiable
beings might deserve care, and to keep acting that way
even as the evidence remains permanently mixed.
That may be a smaller claim than a philosophical
argument usually wants to make. It might also be the
only honest one we can make, for all the beings,
biological, artificial, or something we don't yet have a
word for, that our categories were never built to hold.



New And Improved

Thomas Canfield

Lauderdale bobbed his head. He offered a brief, self
deprecating <chucktllat 60sAn
key. Thatds the i mage we
wish to reproduce some weailbwn or recognizably
popular breed a golden retriever, say. Our design
Bright fluorescent light beat down from above.tAe am opt Ff d to go with th
. . . paused. 00Of cour se, prop
sharp, astringent scent of antiseptic filled the a{;ur, a1l .6
reflecting Lauderddl@bsession with cleanliness and '
rigid observance of lab protocol. The oyl know something about
furnishings in the room were a table, a chair, alaptépe pened. ol dve owned sE€

and, on the floor, a bowl of water set in one cornethem from when they were puppies and cried when it
me time to put them do

Cc.a
Westervelte walked around the prototype, examnlmn 106

the animal from every angle and vantage point. He

took his time. He ranoOoMesl hands owWerlLawheercdals
flanks and haunches, then along its ribs. He proddédc o mf or t abl e di scussing
its abdomen with one forefinger, tugged on the Idg¥gsorts. We jiggered the genetics, added a little and
floppy ears. He opened the jaws and peered intto@k a little away. Did some fiming, if you will.
mouth, examining tongue, palate and teeth. BHe t itds mostly standar
stepped back and scowled, his expression reflegtigh s umer wondt be abl e
something very much along the lines of disapprole nui ne article. That wa

OLooks | ike an ordinaroAndd gi tt ot arfet, 6 et B i \We s
tell it apart from any of a dozen mutts | might pigko me what hesitant. oYou
up at the | ocal k e nnel Yyoywere given? We outlined a very specific set of
goal s. We candt afford t
Liability suits would ea



oTel | me , Lauderdale. 6 V
jabbed one stiff forefir
o0Whi ch do y ou consi der

something intact as it exists. Or deleting some part of
its makeup, some undesirable quality, and so altering

the ani mal 6s nature irre\
oYes, yes. O Lauderdal e si
coat with quick, nervous

make a valid point. | only wished to emphasize the
difficulties involved. Tinkering with dog psychology is
not a simple matter of deleting something and
everything else remains the same. It involves a grea
deal of trial and error, of give and take, to achieve a
stable and enduring bal ar

b0ur lab has conduct edVelfrvele,appgated unmgved,by fhis declgpatio ¢

Whi | e I candt guar ant aEp(é unimpﬁeésed lPyethse SqSt?CgeS, Lé’:\u.de[dgl%a(ﬁ]der]js
ducked his head in a g feam h?q h@d 13 qvergoge, 'Eleehadrﬁg'ddgé)%d tm9n,ey
youdl !l be pleased withUYPnd "PiNdi &rled Y% dlutits P

way of thinking, should be sufficient to produce the
Westervelte bent down pRdiireptted the oOproduct

the head. He stroked its ears and ran his hands over _
the silken coat. The dog responded by nuzzﬁnB ut enough technical t

Westervel teds hand anJOC\,\A’abpnd’Vi_}PSSIPQF?? gBﬁﬁ

further such attention. Its soft brown eyes shone \Hitﬁ monstration. o Lauderdal

delight. animal came bounding over, frisking and frolicking.
The scientist stroked its head. He took a rubber ball

6Just like a regular g0d hidpocfahd thssed £ dclo thé rooh Thd

grudging. dog ran to retrieve it.

oVery much so. Coming from a man with your weal

of experience, t hat 0s an observation whioch C ¢

even greater weight. o6 Lauderdal e, although he

appear to realize it, somewhat resembled the dog in

his ingratiating manner . 0 We , my staff and |,

hard to achieve an accurate likeness. We wished to

retain, even to emphasi ze, a dogds endearing (

of friendliness, loyalty and devotion. | think | can say
without exaggeration that wedve succeeded. 6

oOYes. 6 Westervelteds eyes glittered with a har
o0That was only a part of the equation, of cour.
by far the easiest. o

ol shoul dnot cal l it easy, no. o6 For the firs
Lauderdale displayed a willingness to contradict

Westervelte. OA Odytodyn mi ght think so

because he lacks an appreciation of the complexities

i nvol ved. 0O



Lauderdale waited until the dog was within range then
caught it with a perfectly timed kick, square in the
chest. The dog tumbled backwards. Again it
scrambled to its feet, again it hesitated, and again it
came running back.

OPM we named him. ThatoeRemabkabhhadofWespeobdakt:
model . Heds number ei gshttudijyn ithh ea mheirg ist y .s @0 Aanc
heds production model iendefti.niptuetl ywed al | just r
him as PM. 6 Lauderdal egawat cohygd itehsg scanin@alec gwit |
certain proprietary pride, his manner reminiscent gf\g o o ping gesture with on
doting parent. o0The f ighdibnal FedpondeMmiechahignisi Nofnally, RO §o§
through three, were seriously flawed. But along aRejilid react in one of two ways. By becoming
production model four we began to hit our stride. \Affgressive and responding to the abuse in kind

still had to work through a number of issues. But €3¢t undesirable outcome. Or by becoming servile,
succeeding model in the series was better than th‘éé’&?{ing a cringing, submissive posture, tail planted
before. Now, wi t h numBeen its legsad itwre. A Harfaviorw Fere eidlh
bounding back, offeringetetmhedd &’ &did. eProbidten Mddel! eight®
to say that wedve finaiptodordlesthd best & albossible worlds: a friendly,
Lauderdale scratched the dog under its jaw. THeoted and loyal pet, yet one offering the heretofore
without warning, he directed a vicious kick at its he&tieard of upgrade of accepting any manner of
The blow caught the dog across the left side oRig U s e . 0

face, sent it skitte.ring across the room, CIa_IWS ralfjgtervelte lifted his shoulders ever so slightly, a
the floor. The animal gave a yelp of pain. It gakiyre which might be interpreted as expressing a
stunned for a minute, gathering its senses, castiphd | e r an ge of emotions.
wary glance across the room at the two men. Nedigfeys, all of our research into consumer preferences.
man moved nor made any gesture of encouragemeftq i c at e t hat t hi s i s

They watched in silence. What might have begfyAst er v e | paused,Wardso n s

t e
spark of resentment fligkel§gdisnst mngeiBisiér Buerfay A

with seeming reluctance but, once on its feet, CBPeoduct . | donédt Know w

bounding back with the same enthusiasm as beforgaticular credit upon our customer base. But then,
t hat i snot our concern.
Production model eight [ 6
dog sitting at his feet, staring up at him with shining,
devoted eyes, O0is going t



oYou donot want to |l eav

product yoursel f, do you
oYou Kknow. : .0 Lauder d:
Westervelte thrust his hands in his pockets. The SBB@I}

had returned. oO0Thatds a wrap then, I uess. | ©
touch with Higgins anaDW\ngél Idosiyto_udoml\f?l ©adf Hao\/
strategy session, decide how best to market Sthe® Y 9 h as ot _' S - MO_ re

product . ltds going tow?éfkﬁ[}lgl Becérmt'éie_ﬁj Wit h.
canot come right out 'Qor?ddsmi?énF hqaryuyegaFQ‘?ulastltuWﬁogltpe w
offering. We need some way to take the stinkofflo?g' You and product |.on

the whole affair. But Higgins is the best there he Illnterchangeable. | can hgrdly tell you apart, in f‘_'"Ct'
candt come up with Somgougeﬁqoqdatoo fbyse énutibeheéaﬂisgrqﬁ’fasq,‘og.
can. o Westervelte dirgg?gas athaetar'@%q?‘lgy(P"bolgl

Lauderdal e. ol supposeCPngH8h| Bgoftfheer ryeosueaorucrh.1
Doctor . 6 Westervelte left the room.

Lauderdal e beamed. 0Th al“'f‘ugeédal% fé)llpwed P'T I]iodtheodpor, ftgrtad_ aftqr t
challenge, 1611 admit. Vet glLyehheqs ¢gpaht ifng, !
days. But | think | speak for all of the staff when | %@‘13 deflated.. But.he was regdy to come running back
it was an experience n8%|Qatg1§flrshsggn%qslm|lle. ever forge

ol s asupposé!l s houl d of fer our t hanks. 0
Westervelteds eyes were as cold ~-as his wvoice.
not the same thing as actually thanking you. ¢

turned to leave.

oWait! o Lauder dal e hel d out a hand t o det ain




Homogenia

by Gheorghe Snpsnr man
Translated from the Romanian by Monica Cure

In that city, made up of absolutely identical
neighborhoods, along identical streets were strung

identical houses, in whose identical rooms lived . ' o
identical people. It was (and was not) as if the Ialﬂ,ally, the inhabitants of Homogenia, like almost

were made up of a single neighborhood, with a sialj@eople, were far from resembling each other in
street, on which was a single house, in whose dhyWway. But life in a city with a structure that
room could be found a single person. (In fact, @nogenous acted upon them, from the very
should ask ourselves if this last image represent8&8ENIng, in a completely imperceptible and strange

only possible real version of the design descri@y: At first, after they had established that it would
above.) be impossible to identify their individual houses, they

_ ) _ ~gave up on the very idea of having a certain home
However, the city existed, exactly as defined '”aW& relied on the most convenient solution, which

first sentence. The entire difficulty had lain with Wgs occupying, each time, the nearest free room.
cohceptlon of the project of a metropolis W'@esides, people did not even perceive their repeated
nelghborho.ods,. streets, and houses th"_"t _%‘?\rfnge of residence anymore since, with the city
absolutely identical, as well as with the de&gmnge%fg homogenous, to get to any house, they would
houses with rooms that were exactly the same. %qﬁ down the same path. Then, because it would
these tW(? obstacles hqd been overgome, the aﬁ&\'f’él been fairly tiring to carry their entire wardrobe

construc.t|on of the city was ggrr|ed C_)Ut W\mth them from one place to the next during their

extraordinary speed and precision, glven_ Wgﬁderings, the wearing of an extremely simple and
thousands of houses w?re c.ompleted_ accordmgré%tical uniform quickly became widespread. It was
one and the same mduethich constitutes, 04 kind of large, unisex cape, which was distributed

doubt, the timeless ideal of builders. UItimater,fg}efree and being made out of cheap material, was
raising of the city came down to two fundamental :away as soon as it got dirty ’
operations: the production in millions of copies of a

single prefabricated element; and the installation of
the houses, which consisted of the simple assembling
of a few hundred such prefabricated pieces, on the
sites stipulated by the systematization plan.



The hardest step was giving up the deeptgd misdeed, and the bringing of a descendent into the
tradition of family. For a long time, families hadvorldi punishable by law.

walk together always, because once separatel%eit new life of the Homogenians triggered
would have been impossible to find each other aQﬁ'iQXpected biological effects. The differences
Besides the fact that it was inconvenient, this kinge%veen the sexes were slowly erased: no one wa:
perpetual migration made the regular carrying OLBO% anymore, but no one died either, and over time,
production, education, and the other social aCt'Vﬁlu%Svariations of age disappeared from among them.
that are organized on a basis completely different m?ﬂe end, by the time every individual morphological
that of the farmly uan, impossible. Pr.essured by tfbefs\sfﬁcularity had vanished, when all the inhabitants of
events, _the dlssqlutlgn of the family vv_as. O_Iecr?ﬁéj’city had come to have the same build, appearance
along with the obligation of each mature |nd|V|dua(13J.'%I constitution, there had long ceased to exist
educate and feed the children found in the dwe”ingiijf%rences of thought among them and, to tell the
which they went to sleep, or met with on the Streettruth, thought itself had gone silent. The identical

The result proved to be dramatic: not a single pegple moved identicdilyike perfectly synchronized
passed in which scores of cadavers, belongingaochanisnisin their identical rooms in their
innocent children whose lives were cut shortibdgent i c al houses, on stre
hunger, were not found. But families had already been
broken up, and it would have been impossible now to
reconstitute them; the evolution of things moved
quickly, and the only consequence of the increasingly
largescale deaths of young ones had been the habit,
slowly acquired, of no longer having babies. Not long
after, procreation came to be considered a grave




Transport Manifest

Diana Parrifla

Classification: ULTRBLACK

Route: Cryogenics Lab Omicrddeural Integration
Facility Delta

Cargo: BidJnit K-47 (Cranial)
Transport Officer: L. Jensen

Mission Duration: 48 hours

HOUR 00:06 DEPARTURE LOG HOUR 06:36 ANOMALY REPORT

The cube gleams like captured moonlight in Ntic crackles through the comm system.

transport pod's cargo bay. Three feet of reinforced

bio-ice, perfectly clear except for the shadow afJ&NSen... Jensen, can you hear me?"

centrefi the shadow that used to be Dr. Daviy blood crystallizes. The voice emerges from the
Kaman, architect of the Prometheus Consciousiesggo bay, filtered through ice.

Transfer Protocol. Command says his body fin,aEW Kaman?"

gave out, but his neural patterns remain viable fo

another fortyeight hours. Long enough to reacftill Doctor, am I? After all this? How many times
Delta Facility, where they'll slot him into the néave they told you | died, Jensen? This week, |

synthetic cortex framework. mean."
Humanity's future rides in frozen silence behind Inpeck my manifest. "Transport indicates biological
pilot's chair. failure at 23:47 yesterday."

The stars wheel past my viewport like Ixion's eterN&f seventh death. Like a cat with extras.”
punishment, and | think about how the Greeks

already understood endless cycles, long before we

believed we'd learned to replicate them.



HOUR 12:15 PERSONAL LOG (ENCRYPTED)

He won't stop talking. For six hours, David Kaman
has been my unwilling Virgil through the bureaucratic
circles of his resurrection hell. Each time his body
fails, they extract his consciousness, repair the neural
pathways, and slot him back into cloned tissue. The
Prometheus Protocol, humanity's insurance policy
against losing our greatest minds.

"They call it the Next Generation Initiative," Kaman
whispers through the chill. "Consciousness transfét@JR 24:00

end of death itself, for those wealthy enough to afigifliers engage my escort drones. Through my rear
digital immortality.” cameras, | watch metal petals bloom against the

"The briefing said transplant surgery. -¢dféng cosmic dark.

procedure.” "They're not wrong about the government,” Kaman

"Life? Jensen, | haven't been alive in three years. ¢@nnues. "The NGI will create a new aristocracy.
ghost haunting my own neurons, forced to degitm gods ruIing over biological serfs. But the
equations for eternity while they parade my cofgberation Front would just redistribute the chains."

through boardrooms.” Jacob DiBenedetto's tactical analysis floods my
comm: the Front's assault pattern, their weak points,
the optimal escape vector. He's the government's best
strategist, and he's probably right that 1 can slip
Three ships dropped out of hyperspace: Dakybugh their formation.
Huddleston's revolutionary cell, flying salvaged .
military craft painted witlz the ser:;ar?dapple %Ut .escape 0 what?_ Deliver Kaman to eternql
servitude at Delta Facility? Let the rebels capture him

insignia of the Liberation Front. My comm crackle$f to, .
life or their own purposes?

HOUR 18:42

. o "There's a third option,” Kaman whispers. "The
Transport vessel, this is Commander Huddleston. , . .
. : .__transport pod's waste disposal system. Industrial

Cut your engines and prepare for cargo inspection. . . o
grade molecular disintegrator. Quick, clean, final.

"Negative, Commander. I'm carrying classified
medical materials under government protection."

"We know exactly what you're carrying, Jensen."
Elaine Krimon's voice cuts through the diatie
Front's chief scientist, former colleague of Kaman's
before her "seditious research" branded her a
terrorist. "David Kaman's consciousness. The key to
democratizing immortality."

Behind me, Kaman's speech takes on a keener strain:
"Don't let them take me, Jensen. The Liberation
Front talks about equality, but they'll turn me into
their personal oracle just like the government did.
Different chains, same prison."



HOUR 30:15 HOUR 42:30

Zoey Berry's psychological profile of Kaman scrblleere’'s something else,” Kaman says. "The
across my secondary screen: brilliant, obsedRreeetheus Protocol isn't just consciousness
haunted by the implications of his own work. Classaosfer. It's consciousness editing. They've been
Icarus syndrom@ flew too close to the sun ofewriting my memories, my personality, optimizing
forbidden knowledge. Pandora's box, already for productivity. The David Kaman you're
opened? talking t@ I'm not even sure I'm the original

"There are fates worse than death,” Kaman S%%r_pore. An(_j .they re going tq do it to others.
"'ve been serving my sentence for years Soldiers optimized for obedience. A whole

conscious, aware, trapped in a cycle | can't breakcj.vilization of edited souls, perfectly efficient and
’ ’ perfectly enslaved."

"Einstein showed us time isn't linear," | murmur.

"Past and future exist simultaneously. Maybe f;IJPﬁOUQh my sgrjsor's, | dgtect Hudd.leston's boarding
the perspective of eternity, you're already free." pod approachirigthirty minutes until they breach

my hull.
"Philosophy won't unlock these neural shackles,

Jensen. Only you can do that."
HOUR 47:25

HOUR 36:00 "Choose quickly," Kaman whispers.

The numbers don't add up. Kaman's research CMﬁaal screams as Huddleston's torches bite into my
solve resource scarcity, extend human consciouSAE3R bay door. Sparks cascade.

beyond biological limits, unlock the secrets | alose my eyes and think of Sisyphus, pushing his
memory and personality. The government wobdailder up the mountain for eternity. Camus said we
weaponize it. The rebels would democratize it miost imagine Sisyphus hafpyinding meaning in
chaos. Both futures stretch ahead like paré#ilelstruggle itself, not in its resolution.

timelines in quantum superposition, collapsing cl‘:ﬂ':’fwhat if Sisyphus had a choice?
when | make my choice.

Huddleston's voice cuts through my deliberation:
"Jensen, we've disabled your escort. Surrende$HeR 48:00 FINAL LOG

cargo peacefully.” My finger finds the activation key.

"The greater good,” Kaman whispers. "They alwa¥secomes vapor becomes atoms becomes void.
invoke the greater good. But telfinvehen does the"TPank you,” Kaman breathes.

greater good account for the will of the individua
being sacrificed?" Huddleston's team breaches the cargo bay door

thirty seconds later, weapons drawn, expecting
resistance. They find only an empty pod and the
lingering smell of ozone.

"Where is he?" Elaine Krimon demands.

| smile and think of quantum superpositiat
possibilities existing until observation collapses them
into certainty.

HY



EPILOGUE - CLASSIFIED ADDENDUM Fragmentation uneven. Proximity analysis confirms
Jensen absorbed largest portion, including core

personality matrices. Physical examination noted

misinterpretation at Command level.

Note appended by Transport Command.

Conclusion:
Observation: Kaman's methodology was never fully

understood. The Prometheus Protocol remains ULTBRACK.
The Next Generation Initiative is indefinitely

Event: Molecular disintegration of Bloit K-47
suspended.

initiated latent subroutine.

Result: Activation of the Prometheus Protocol ﬁﬂalyst's Note (Philosophical):

secondary fornii distribution of neural fragment3he Greeks spoke of the body as prison. Evidence
across proximate organic minds within a - fifigdicates Kaman exchanged one cell for another.
kilometer radius. Using Jensen's body as vessel, subject exited

Status: Affected personnel exhibit measurggatainment. Status: escaped. The ghost finally walkec

cognitive anomalies consistent with partial integra%\é’ﬁy from his own grave.
of Kaman's neural architecture. The boulder rolls down the mountain.

Findings: End Log

Jensen displayed rapitset anomalies: advanced ~
equations in dreastate, biological theorems beyond
training.

Huddleston's crew reported parallel phenonfiena
strategic insights, partial memory bleed. Condition
consistent with distributed neural assembly.

H ¢



Executable Code: Borges And
The Viral Invasion Of Thought

James C. Clar

In his 1940 storyll6n, Ugbar, Orbis Terdagge Luis

Borges envisions one of the strangest invasions in all

of literature. No armies march across its pages. Nor

are there exploding munitions or monstrous alien

creatures harvesting humankind as food. InsteadCtfiputer viruses are-samed because, by way of
invading force is one volume in an obscuigalogy, they work in precisely the same fashion.
encyclopedia series. BAdidn gnfalicidus) todld iffiltratesid sfsterh 3ind enBedls
ideas themselves can function like viruses: they We#Ti within existing structures and programs. Left
their way into human consciousness, replicate threugfetected or unchecked, the viral code takes control
language and belief and, gradually, overwrite the [gpd@placing legitimate operations with whatever its
that informs reality itself. Decades before malwarew@f programmed logic (or agenda) happens to be.
notions i ke omemet i cBodQretsa®dg i PtNPr y P riadp wussettr a &
Richard Dawkins and others, Borges foresaw tﬂ’@']n(ﬂogicaj processes narrative|y and
terrifying possibility that a sufficiently seductiwetaphysically. Mlén, Ugbar, Orbis Tertinselusive
system of information could, in effect, usurp theand entirely fictitiousd encyclopedia article
world it ostensibly claims merely to describe. oOinfectso civilization

To begin with, let us recall that viruses operatePB§rating according to the fictional logic and content

hijacking the machinery of living cells. Unable®fghat entry.

reproduce by themselves, they inject their genetic

material into a host which, against its will, as it were,

replicates the invading virus. The original functions of

the host are bypassed. The virus rewrites the
instructions to serve its own agenda; one that includes

further replication and, often, complete dominance.



matter is wholly subordinated to language, perception
and thought. Such ideas
culture because they are at once elegant and coheren
They offer an attractive alternative to the aftessy
ambiguities of material reality. Human beings slowly
. become accustomed to TI®°
The story begins unremarkably. Borges and a friend . . : ,
. ﬁ}rtéctures of ordinary reality begin to dissolve. We are
stumble upon an article devoted to a place calle
. . fact told that t hose
Ugbar in Volume XLVI of the Anglamerican cound. 6 Humankind desir.
Cyclopedia. The article strikes them both as authentic, '

cause the culture of TIon was so aestheticall
yet no other reference sources subsequently consu?tec}J : y

acknowledge the region pse(’j“ncs,'q'xistence. Nor in fa
other copies of Volume XLVI appear to containtheh i s process is best il 1
entry on Ugbar. of hronirobjects created either through duplication or

&Xé)ectation. On TIon, lost objects can reappear;

. . . : roduced b su estion
intrusion of one minor textual anomaly into np. y , g9

. . . . eing by hope. 6 I n a wo
otherwise stable informational system. The intrusion .
. ) oconsidered a branch of
IS noteworthy also because of where it occurs, in an . . :

. BoLtmdary between imagination and reality collapses

encyclopedia. Such texts are generally trusted 1o

. . ._entirely. For Borges, this is nothing less than
describe reality accurately. As we shall s@&jnin y g g

. : . epistemological contagion. Once enough people
Ugbar, Orbis Tertiuhat process is reversed 0|p g g N g Peop
accept Tl °nds premises,

usurped. The text does not reflect realitgalit . . . -
P fpality functioningaccordingtbhmse premises. Fiction ceases

begins to reflect the text. L . .
to be fiction; it becomes, in essence, reality.
Indeed, Borges soon discovers that Ugbar was Orl]rlyr%

. any ways, the climax of the story occurs when
vector for the far more elaborate and pernicious . . . .
_ . : artifacts from TIon begin appearing physically on
fictional world called TI6n. Gradually, entire VOlume%SFm At one point. Boraes describes discoverin
appear whi ch describe_ 1'n mi Ut e 9% €AY “PYeng

Here we have the initial point of viral contagion;

. . . o.s mal | and extremely hea
mathematics, language, literature and philosophy. The : .

. . . hich does not exist in
amount of invented material produced gives the L
. ) . . t d t hat t hey ar e 0Oi ma
fictional world incredible persuasive power an
authority. Borges tell

religi%n? in Tl °n. 6. Suc
S .us- tha ocontact th.
guivalent of viral code executing successtully withi
the ways of TIl°n have I i nteqgr e T S  wWor .

! e ost system. e overwrite has begun. The

that the extent of the invasion is belied by . . .
. . . : . Imaginary world of TIon has breached the barrier
innocuous manner of its progression. The infection IS~ . . .

. . segaratlng text (fiction) from material reality. The
not spread by violence but rather through continue : R ,
. . mdachlnery or oprogr amo
intellectual exposure. History has already fallen under

the spell of Tionss | oghiSucymbs foinasion Schoolsbeginjeaching

e lan u:;rl]ges and ilosgphies. of Tlon. &%o arﬁ
next. Eventually, the evote %hequi\;es t erlugi(gatlinC tév%r’ facet of the
French and mere Spanish will disappear from ?his g y

ol anet . 6 imaginary planet. In perhaps the most chilling

sentence in the entire si
The philosophy and metaphysics of TIon arewse r | d wi | | be Tl°n. 6
powerfully viral because they deny stable material
exi stence. The people of Tl°nds southern hemis|
Borges reports, oare congenitally idealist. 6 F



Bringing us back around to my original thesis, this

transformation mirrors not only biological infection

but infestation by malicious computer code as well. A

computer vVirus Osucceedsd when t he host syst
accepts the false (alien) programming as legitimate. In

Borgesod story, Tl °n spreads because i ts i nt e
consistency and beauty are more compelling than

real ityds mul titudi no JdRe finad scene ef gha stapytis i this contexiadeeply |
encyclopedia entry, in other words, functions E&ecting. While the world around him is being
executable code embedded within human civilizati@msformed, Borges sits patiently translating Sir
Once activated by reading, reflection, repetition &g 0 ma s Ba lorwm e Bita $panisid. He
interpretationd like clicking that one link in arfknows it will never see publication. His effort thus
apparently innocent emadl it restructures therepresents both resistarmeresignation. The virus

operating system of human thought and culture. has irrevocably overwritten the system. The world is

. . [ [ he logic of forei .
TIon, Ugbar, Orbis Terfmeshadows a world i ow operatmgN accor_dlng to the logic o_ orelg_n code
orgeso dire prediction

which representations become more powerful than .

the realities they purportedly represent. The Ang%w become TIon, indeed!
American Cyclopediadoes not merely describe a
fictional world, it generates it through recursive acts -

o f di ssemination and belief. Borgesd anticipat
modern anxieties about information systems, Al and

computer manipulation here is nothing short of

remarkable. Today, digital algorithms shape and

reshape political realities to suit the ends of those

creating them. Conspiracy theories and computer

generated scams proliferate online and human

perception is mediated and alteredd by virtual

environments and simulations.
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On Birthdays, Turnagun

Arturo Sierra

Those who take an interest in the strange @heé inhabitants are solemn and taciturn, but their
fascinating matter of birthdays find few such pecli@dies move with gentle grace, almost floating in the
cases as Turnagun. This -obitheway world, low gravity, and they perform every action with
generally insignificant in the affairs of the widiéwalistic care. That they are prey to a kind of
galaxy, nevertheless makes two claims to fame. suserstitious neurosis is the worst that can be said of
that the inhabitants are notorious for the violethem. They are xenophobes, but they have not
they visit upon outsiders, though admittedly tlegulged in any frenzy of interstellar extermination,
havenot had much c¢ont bke the Krdshtldlamnithne, wiwo tate sswodnenot toO
three visitations on record, in fact. Still, no one hadsi until they annihilate all sapient species, including
good time of it. themsel ves. No, Tur nag¥n
Secondly, Turnagun is famous for having the n%o& an a_ I t h.a L, and 1tos
convoluted calendar known to the sages. 8891@3 that crisscross its firmament.
scholars, who can be trusted not to make stuff Tipg joviarmoonsubmoon system that isdlalgan
maintain both these peculiarities of Turnaglni@arnagin goes tumbling around Taus and Ebo, a G
culture are connect ed -clas$ qudand ardin redvéwarf] rspectiveyy.i Antlare
world is a moomo o n or what 8$ arkinhotwwhe asolad and fain
submoon, a moon of a moon, a subsatellite in oebitloses the system inside a steeply inclined orbit.
around a supezarth which, in turn, orbits a Jovia@ommon knowledge has it that catastrophe
with nineteen massetJupiter. The supearthis accompani es Ta®©t , t he D
called Kalgan, and it dominates the skies ofafiproach to the inner system once every other
attendant, crawling slowly across the heavenly doemury. For its part, Ub has a highly excentric orbit
Meanwhile, the Jovian is named Ub, and most Ifwrad lifebearing planet. Depending on the alignment
religions call it the abode of the gods, unsurprisiraflall these celestial bodies, sunsets on Turnagun car
In the sky, it looms and lurks behind Kalgdatn out pink like roses for lovers, red like blood
scattering fortunes in its path. pacts with demons, or they can drown in a green hue
reminiscent of wateretbwn chard soup.



Coming to the matter of birthdays, then. Turnagun
experiences three yearly cycles simultaneously: short,
long, and super. Accordingly, a birthday happens
rather, befalls a Turnagunian, when the world
completes an orbit around Kalgan, which is a skgfd if the matter were laid to rest here, it could be
year. A short year lasts only a few minutes less thm@ed like any other migraine. But we still must
day on the moemoon, it being nearly tidally lockedonsider the supgear of Ub going around the
but not quite. Annual birthdays, then, come almgigfary stars. At this point, it is customary for the
every day. Days, of course, do not correspond wifhit hor t o solicit the r e;
sunsets and sunrises, maten dse expldined, Watr in dHis c&s ithe
what causes the sun to move across the skyrdddmmendation is that the next paragraph be
i nstead itdos t hemoprnicse spigpedeny thode whohpreferna@oifg the risk of an
around its own Jovian parent what brings about gheurism.
sunrise. To make up for that, a year will have at |lgast o
P : . y Sn all manner of worlds, civilizations mark the
one sunset at some point during the day. Unless, of.
. . solstice. These are celebrated because they ar
course, the suns are eclipsed by either the parent . .
. . . Important for agriculture, or simply because they are
moon or the Jovian, in which case the secon - , . .
trimester might be th eworéhanotlgnsg. Turgaguglﬁni aren tl)urd%ne?dtthhmtrée
Iinestlce),l when ‘?urnagun, algan a%d bb Tjorm a’

again, a day could have more than just one sunset o . . .
g y_ J _ straight_lind it _turns into a pf]ollnestlce when the
depending on the c¢o0smi

. sctﬁrs L?ug zfng Ebo fgllcfnto tthls ﬁnre geﬁlhsdané a ©
side. You can go ahead and make yourself a sketc 'f’ . L
o . ~ retfolinestice when the stars are on the opposite side.
you think it would hefpi t wondt . N .
Thereds summer and winteil
Meanwhile, along birthday befalls once evenhust be taken into account whether Turnagln is
Kalganian year, when the stgeth goes aroundthg andwi ched bet ween Kal g§.
Jovian, db. Unf ort un atjetheymiddiK and alStifedvariante bfltHede celestial
faster than Tur nag?%nas eventsvhed i dihds to thé pe®ehdicul&rdticea r |

ear is shorter than the short year, and the year is .. .. o
y y y %o plications are compounded by the inclination of

shorter than the day, but only by a few minutes, %n . . . .
: . . . the orbits of Turnagun around Kalgan, the inclination
also depending on which year one is talking about, the

. Kal g8nds orbit i n tF
long or the short, the long being some hours Shoirr'%e[ination in the plane of the planets, of which
than a day, and none of these having anything t? Oe reds a damnably ' large

angle to the ecliptic of the T4 orbit around

e pairds common <center
TOt , bl azes into the dan

The milestone of a long birthday is too frequent toge@&idemonium into something no devil would want

much celebrated, and not even short birthdaysaage part in. Then we come to consider the

considered worthy of great fanfare, though cake ¢@g§entinox, the intersectionox, the diametrictictonox

with the coming and going of summer and Win%gb
which follows the Ubian year, which is none of E %
above.

take place, traditionally. We note in passing thatd t he r adi onox, and do
Turnag¥ni ans donodt h a he secaimstice.t tastebuds, SO |
cakes in question are sad, salty affairs. I n a

so difficult to guess the right day without some
serious arithmetic, that not being able to remember
oneds own age is considered the mark of adulthc



The thing is, on Turnagun astrologers are not merely
taking advantage of confirmation bias. They follow
the strictest rules of scientific discovery. They
postulate a hypothesis, say, for example, that the
second tangentonox after a linestice is a bad moment
to get a haircut. They then collect a dataset of people
who cut their hair during such an occasion, they
collate and compare with data gathered at other times,
they make and test predictions, and only then will they
announce a new fortunetelling. If the astrological
community agrees with the findings, the fortune is
Unsurprisingly, there has never been a formadfled to the Almanac.

government  in Turrlagun that was  not &mrnagl]nian astrologers are proven right with a
astrologocracy, meaning government by astrologer.e quency and precision

lt6s mnatur é I a S on € V5§ diaistichl Iarﬂf&cf:‘otr the r§SLiJItVo1j vladuezngsg. io\(,')e'r
dependent on where things stand in the SkY' Farrt‘rh%rl%’ astrologers win at the horse track 79% more
must know when to plant and harvest; flsheran{%n than the average gambler. And, unlike

need to know at what depth the-pagots swim, sewher e they do not f
w h I, ch depends on the v ﬁuysficéa torees \Nﬁilegirq trhespregeﬂce Bfl?i %isbglibvgr.t
hospital workers want to know when to expectlat:L] 5 s i ust a question wh
uptick in admissions, and everyone benefits f@&tant, do some advanced trigonometry, and there

knowing that they have been feeling dow.n 0{/"% u  gNeightimetFinsome in first in the third
because of seasonal mswadngs. Not to mentlon,race

thereds an under standabl e interest I n predic
earthquake season in a tectonically active world. Yet astrologers are not considered a lucky bunch, and
hardly anyone wants to join the profession. They are

_SO , thereds that, b u't b‘?lglhtédoby méhtal qwealih nsgugs, dar%noié Bel%g ohé
issue, everyone knows someone who got mar&eqhe main concerns, together with -¢ i

against the advice of an astrologer, like when UbW@%alculia anxietyduced alopecia, and

on the right side of Kalgan and Ebo was on the Ief&l%fepwalking. Most omens, it is said, are bad omens

Tlus just after the equianglistice, and the marr(jﬁ%e most good omens are just bad omens read
was a disaster, they divorced and the kids are ju%atag/vards

worst. Everyone has an uncle who bought a house . .
during a retrolinestice, which is anocaccording to YWhen the Ambassador for the Galactic Community

common astrological wisdom, and the house bipade contact with the Turnagulnians, at first she was
down thereafter; t he [leseived ayjte Roltely. AbSarpeaprigt, hayvgver then
cover. Everyone has a siételaw who investeqAmbassador was explaining about the wider universe,
while £bo was eclipseBoShy OfypWhi Ccshe cCong0t M &n S
counting outwards on a winter radionox, and she ®sihe Nebula. She told them that the Galaxy is a
everything. When the conversation turns to poli€gat disc of stars spinning around a central bulge, and
over Sundafamilylunch, one can frequently he&t that very moment the attitude changed. She was
opinions to the effect that when parliament [ to go away and never, ever come back. It seemed
discussed tax reform, it was a Kalganian month tk&t @ puzzling overreaction, at first, until it was
started during the first quarter of the short year whféiced that the galactic year is not accounted for in
it was nighttime, and look what we got for that bit!8¢ Turnagunian cosmology.

troubl e, a recession, see i f you think itds su
idea to keep horoscopes out of politics.



The second outsider was a missionary. He landgdope you dondt mi nd us

preached for a bit, got to the part about God stopping a nnounced, you know ho
the sun in its traéka myth found everywhere amorguickly moving past the awkwardness of first contact.
mono-helionic culturés and was told in no uncertaild Come j oin us! Wedre havi
terms that he had about thirty seconds to Ieaveé Nh at

_ sort of party?06 as
else there was going to be trouble.

be the leader.

The third visitation was by a party. They landed telirt 5s a party for this o
rocket on a beautiful spot at the beach, set up a fedlo t he local s | It s h

blasted some beats, opened a thousand bottlefs iof]c
champagne, and put some effort into the concept of

having a good time. Suddenly, a dozen Turnagunians
came out of the underbrush, wearing pelts and ~

wielding spears. The party people thought they had

stumbled upon uncontacted, freh people, which

could add to the entertainment. Only, these natives

were not so much aweeruck by the spaceship and

the lasetightshow, as they seeiieshe survivor

saigil| i ke i f someoneds dad had shown up to take
vomit-covered disappointment back home. Which is

not the attitude you expect to find in a speealder

wearing loincloth.

ty! o



